them with a far surer target. Madrid may not be
particularly attractive once you are there, but seen
from our positions its pure white silhouette suggests
some fairy city on the hills. Then the aeroplanes
approach, the earth rumbles with the dull thud of
explosions, and five minutes later the whole city has
disappeared behind a cloud of dust and smoke.
Even the telephone skyscraper is obscured to the
view. Our men lie impotently in the trench.
Nobody speaks but all are wondering whether the
bombs have not fallen on their own district:
whether their wife, their mother, their brother are
still alive at this moment. They will only know
after the company has spent its two full weeks at
the front and returns on leave to the devastation of
Madrid. Nevertheless, I have not met with any-
body in our company who was made to falter by
this terrorism. On the contrary, every bombard-
ment fans the flames of hatred and increases the
determination to win. " The reason being," says
Fermin to me, " that from the very beginning we
have known that our only choice lay between death
and victory. Each one of us is a volunteer, and we
all know what we are fighting for. We are a back-
ward people, so far as knowledge goes, but we are
not to be deceived in our hearts.35

That Fermin was right appeared only a few days
later when the enemy again scattered thousands of